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and the match was therefore unequal. And I believe that I heard the
head teacher, whom we called " the Bishop," ejaculate an oath when
a corporal ran his shoulder into the stomach of chaplain Michael and
took his wind. The Bishop had made him goalkeeper because he
could depend upon him and also because he was too fat to run. An
evil spirit was abroad that afternoon when the senior student grasped
Corporal Yame by the hair and the corporal hit him fair in the mouth,
knocking out a tooth, nor was the spirit laid by that accursed wrestling
bout.
The mountaineers thought well of their wrestling:   the soldiers
had, all unknown to them, a champion in Corporal Yame, a Nandi
man from the western coast, who stood foursquare, clapping his elbows
against his sides like a cock, and let them all come, rolling them one
after another on the grass. The derisive cheering of partisans or the
wing clapping, a singularly provocative challenge, were more than
human patience could endure. The first that I knew of the brewing
trouble came from my native officer, who came over to me to say that
the mountaineers were meditating a rush to avenge their honour, and
what chance would twenty-five men have among some hundreds?
Baxendale and I got Yame away somehow just in time, and the chiefs
did their part with their angry retainers. At that moment the roast
pigs began to file through the gate, and good temper was restored, but
I do not think that the Jubilee of 1887 was soon forgotten in the
mountains.
I suppose that I ought to have felt a tremor when I shook hands
with my first reformed cannibal. Most of the old chiefs of the moun-
tain district of West Tholo had eaten their man before they fell to
singing hymns in the Wesleyan Church, but, as good Christians, they
seemed to feel a little shy about dwelling upon the details of these
orgies of the past. Mbuli Mongondro was as reticent as a naughty
child when I asked him for information about the local custom of the
cannibal feast; but this was accounted for by the fact that he had
suffered so much chaff from his fellow chiefs about the legs of a
missionary who was killed at Navatusila in 1860. His body was
divided among the chiefs of the mountain district, each receiving a
portion, and my friend was reputed to have had a leg from which the
Wellington boot had not been removed. Taking the leather to be
the ordinary skin of a European, he was alleged to have been much